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Lore der was „ Mottal 10 Falſe 2 as _ Dear, 
Fer the Arrows of Cupid ſo xene and ſevere ; "es. 
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80 ſoon 25 my ipnocent Hack wes „ bettay's, | 
. _ flew from the Vows he had formerly made 5 
5 . . 2 U | as if he > had ſtudy d my Ruine alone; 5 
0 kek me to make this fad paſſionate moaan: 
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£ many ſolemn Proteſtations. 8 
. 1 the Tune 2 F Love's a bee Palſon I 1 
ON rin a a Lover who lyes I Aches, 1 4 Although t * dor ume << 5 . j fret, + i : 8 
Where! languiſn and ſigh at the . Dean, From my Love I wonld have you this Sorrow conceal ; bg # 

He is gone; and has left me, who once did dre. Let him never once know that I dy d for bis ſake, 2 55 20 

ty My fair beautifull Charms, l ſhall neer ice {itr: nor e. Of the World and my Friends now my leave milltake; 
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. "Be and "would 1 5e me, bit had me e fill, A I hall belaid in n my lumbering Grave, 5 
Till at length I was conquer d. he gain'd my gel Will P he may thinkof the Wound which ke mY _ 
Ihen away to another he haſten'd with ſp — „ hom he did me by Darts of 2 Nags 
And has left bis young en to 0 bleed : But it will be wo late to recall me again * >, 4 
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